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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF JOHN 

JOHNSTON, 

A SuTvivifig Veteran of Trafalgar. 



Since the great and decisive Battle of Trafalgar 
was fought, sixty-eight years have gone by, and two 
full generations of men have come upon, and passed 
away from off the busy stage of time into the 
silent land. Very aged men have only a cloudy 
recollection of it, as one of the great events of their 
boyhood ; whilst young men, and people in the 
full prime of their manhood, think of it as one of 
the great hist(»ical occurrences of a distant past. 

The First Napoleon had then but recently begun 
to dazzle the world, and strike mankind with awe, 
by the vastness of his ambitious designs. The 
Peninsular War had not then commenced, and the 
great Duke of Wellington had, in Europe, achieved 
none of those transcendant victories which have 
long since filled the world with his fame. The 
voices of Pitt and Fox were then still thundering 
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8 BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH. 

from his Mends; and when he first heard from 
home he was sorprised to find that, of the family 
he left all, save himself, nestling under a father's 
roof-tree, there was now one, including himself, 
in each quarter of the globe ; and that two of his 
brothers were then in the army. 

For a while after obtaining his discharge, he 
settled in the borough town of Sanquhar, of which 
he was subsequently elected one of the mas^istrates. 
Having given offence to his fether by aTamage 
highly displeasing to the old man (though it proved 
a happy match for himself during the many years 
of his married life), he left his native place and 
betook himself to the arduous, and, though impor- 
tant, then generally ill-paid duties of teaching. 
The schools In which he taught were simply ad- 
venture ones, and as they were situated in rural 
distxicte whJre ti.e population was never ver, nu- 
merous, and where the fees were low, and often 
ill-paid, his income, as a consequence, was both 
small and precarious. 

For some years he taught in the village of New 
Cumnock, in the south-eastern part of the Gouniy 
of Ayr, and near to the sources of the silvery 
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Nith, and where its infant stream is augmented by 
the waters of the classic Afton, the charms of 
which are so sweetly celebrated in song by Robert 
Bmiis. 

Having become an earnest advocate of the Tem- 
perance Cause he was, about the year 1832, 
engaged as travelling agent and lecturer for " The 
Western Temperance Union of Scotland." In this 
situation he continued for some two years, and was 
much esteemed for the ability, and readiness in 
argument, with which he endeavoured to promote 
the Temperance Cause. 

He again, however, betook himself to teaching ; 
this time at Benstone, in the parish of Old Cum- 
nock. Here, after a time, he attracted the atten- 
tion of the late amiable and benevolent Marchioness 
of Bute, who was so much pleased with the man, 
and interested in his history, that she built and 
endowed a new school-house for him, and attached 
to it a dwelling-house and garden. Here he has 
continued to reside ever since ; and here, with 
diligence, he long " taught his little school," till 
the burden of more than eighty years compelled 
him to lay his labour aside for ever. His good 
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and kind benefactress had by this time, however, 
been called away to the spirit land, which proved 
to be the cause of much anxiety and disquieti^de to 
the old man, as repeated attempts were then, and 
for a good while after, made to turn him out of 
his cottage, which he well knew, having been told 
by her ladyship, was intended for him for life. 
This was the work of an individual whose Christian 
calling might have been expected to have been 
productive of more kind and sympathetic conduct 

Mr. Johnston's claim to retain possession of his 
cottage having ultimately been investigated by the 
present Lord Bute's factor, he rightly, and we 
believe gladly, declared in favour of the old veteran ; 
and he has not only had his claim of right con- 
firmed by the Marquis, but has also had a yearly 
sum most kindly added by the noble lord to the 
free possession of his cottage for life. 

In maintaining his rights during this dispute, 
he showed not a little of that pluck which gained 
the Battle of Trafalgar, and he is not a little proud 
of this new victory, whilst his vanquished oppo- 
nent, perhaps magnanimously, consoled himself by 
saying, " surely he can't live for ever I " 
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After resigning the school, Mr. Johnston was 
without any means of making a livelihood, and his 
hxDjlj having mostly gone to foreign lands where, 
having succeeded but indifferently, neither they, 
nor those who remained at home, were able to do 
anything for his support ; so that notwithstanding 
the generous gifts bestowed upon him by those of 
his neighbours who could best appreciate his worth, 
he became, in the course of time, reduced to such 
a state of privation as forced him to apply to the 
parish for relief. Before he did so, however, the 
writer of this notice, knowing his necessities, and 
having long known and highly esteemed the man, 
made an appeal in his behalf to the public, through 
the leading newspapers. One or two donations 
were at once sent in, but the appeal, which pro- 
mised so much, was speedily rendered abortive 
by a letter from the old man's grandson, which 
(prompted no doubt by false pride) he sent to the 
newspapers, stating thatthe public were notrequired 
to contribute anything towards the support of his 
grandfather, as his own family were able and wil- 
ling to do everything that was needful for his com- 
fortable support The same gentleman too, who. 
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if he did not covet the old man's cottage, did at 
least work strenuously to secure it for another 
party, appeared in print, and with seeming eager- 
ness supported the grandson's letter, and refused 
to be the channel through which any further gifts 
should be conveyed to the old veteran. The springs 
of benevolence were therefore at once dried up, 
and the old patriot, 

« Whose life was dwindled to its shortest span," 

was left to perish of want, or apply to the parish 
for aid. Pressed by old age and absolute want 
(for the boastftil grandson and friends could give 
him no help) he did apply to the parish for relief, 
though to do so nearly broke his heart, and crushed 
his lofty spirit. The parish having allowed him 
only three shillings and sixpence weekly, the writer 
again appealed to the public in his behalf, and sent 
the following letter to most of the leading news- 
papers in Scotland, and to some in England : 

A SURVIVING HERO OF TRAFALGAR. 

Sib, — ^In the spring of 1868 I called the attention 
of the public to the case of Mr. John Johnston, of 
Benstone, in the parish of Onmnock, one of the very 
few surviving heroes who fought under Lord Nelson 
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at Trafalgar, sixty-siz years ago. Mr. Johnston is 
descended &om a highly respectable family, and 
was bom in the parish of Sanquhar, in July, 1781, 
and is thus now in the ninety-first ye.ar of his age. 
In 1802 he entered the Boyal Navy, and when in 
1805, the French fleet escaped from Toulon, and, 
joining the Spanish fleet, passed the Straits of 
Gibraltar, and sailed for the West Indies, Johnston, 
under Lord Nelson, traversed the whole of the 
Mediterranean Sea in search of them. Returning to 
Palermo for provisions, the British fleet pressed 
across the Atlantic with all. speed, only to find that 
the combined fleet, though greatly superior in force, 
had retired with precipitation at the report of Lord 
Nelson's approach. After this long and fruitless 
chase, he returned to Europe, and finally came upon the 
enemy near to Cape Trafalgar, on the 21st of October, 
1805. We need not here tell how signally the 
combined fleet was defeated, and Britain freed from 
the fear of invasion. Johnston was then on board 
the Colosswy and received a severe flesh wound, 
which, strangely enough, broke out afresh* in 1860, 
fifty-five years after he had received it. In 1814 he 
left the Navy without a pension. Having received 
an excellent classical educatiovt in his youth, he 
betook himself to teaching as a means of livelihood, 
and has ever since been so engaged up till six years 
ago, when the infirmities of age forced him to give it 
up. Though now, as we have said, in the ninety- 
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first year of his age, his mind is as vigorons as 
ever, bnt his iron frame, which neither torrid climes, or 
" the battle and the breeze," had ever in the least 
impaired, is now sadly shaken by the bnrden of so 
many yearis. When, three years ago, I appealed to the 
benevolent and patriotic to open their hearts and 
hands and help to keep the wolf of hanger and want 
from his door, his grandson inserted a letter in the 
newspapers the day after mine appeared, in which he 
asserted that Mr. Johnston's family were both able and 
willing to support him, and to provide for his every 
comfort. Notwithstanding this boast, however, the old 
man has been allowed to become the recipient of 
parochial relief, and the grandson has gone off to 
Anstralia and left the old man destitute, whilst those 
nearly related to him at home, have either not the 
will or the ability to support him. He has one dutiful 
daughter who resides with him, who would gladly go out 
and labour for his and her own support, but his frailty 
prevents her from leaving him to do so. What a pity, 
nay what a disgrace it is, that one who perilled his life 
for his country in the most eventfal crisis of her 
history, should, from no fault of his, be forced 
** To join the poor, and eat the parish bread." 
And what a paltry pittance after all, does the parish 
allow him. We blush to name it, though in the 
interests of humanity, we must — three shillings and 
sixpence a-weekl while perhaps it is the dread of 
stem compulsion which plucks even this miserable 
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scrap from the Parochial Board of hia parish. This, 
then, this utterly insufficient snm, is all his epnntry 
has to bestow on one who took part in the great and 
glorions achievements, and the lofty and generous 
aspirations which animated the defenders of onr 
much loved sea-girt isle ! The blood of moltitades 
of these brave men who battled so long for their 
country's freedom, has tinged the ocean waves in 
almost every clime, while their bones repose far 
down in the deep sea caves, or whiten the hills 
of almost every conntry nnder heaven. In the 
eloquent language of General Sir William Napier, 
''their merits are forgotten, and the few survivors 
wander, for the most part, indigent and neglected, 
or insulted by those who wallow in the wealth 
protected by the valour of the now despised veteran. 
To the god of armies he must look for sympathy and 
help ; almost all other is denied him." Mr. Johnston 
must feel his position all the more acutely as he is 
not only a man of excellent education, but is pos- 
sessed of great independence of spirit, and has a richly 
cultivated mind, as the following lines from a poem 
which, many years ago, he wrote, though he never 
published it, entitled '' Lord Nelson," will show : — 

" In torrid climes where nature pants for breath, 
And tainted gales bring pestilence and death, 
Nelson had sought, but long had sought in vain, 
The still retreating fleets of France and Spain : 
When found at last, he crushed them on the flood. 
And sealed the awful conquest with his blood ! " 
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Mr. Johnston, we may add, is a person of the most 
unblemished reputation, and for forty years has been 
an entire abstainer from all intoxicating drinks. When 
his circumstances are known, we do hope that there are 
individuals who will do something to cheer and comfort 
the closing days of his long life, before he goes down 
(as soon he must) into the valley and shadow of death. 

I am, Sir, 

Tour very obedient Servant, 

A. B. TODD. 

CuMKOCK, lih October 1 1871. 

This letter had the desired effect, and from all 
parts of the three kingdoms large and liberal dona- 
tions, with letters of sympathy, were sent to him, 
through the writer: none were, this timcy sent 
through the former clerical channel. From the 
most hopeless and pinching poverty, and gloomy- 
foreboding for the future (for he knew nothing of 
our intention again to appeal to the public on his 
behalf) he was at once placed in a position of 
comfort and comparative affluence. We, at the 
same time, made his case known to the Admiralty. 
We used no influence or intercession of the great 
in doing so, but plainly and earnestly stated his 



BIOGBAPHICAL SKETCH. 17 

case and pleaded his cause; and to their ever- 
lasting honour, they, in less than a month from the 
date of our application, conferred on him a Green- 
wich Hospital Pension of £27 7s. yearly, for the 
rest of his life. 

When he had recovered from the stunning sur- 
prise which the first knowledge of his great good 
fortune occasioned him, he piously exclaimed that 
" Verily it was the doing of the Lord, and was 
wondrous in his eyes." And truly there is indeed 
a trace of the hand of Providence in the whole 
matter, for not until the very minute when we 
began to write the second letter to the newspapers 
had the slightest idea of writing either it, or to the 
Admiralty, entered our mind. We had sat down 
at our desk, taken the paper to us, and dipped our 
pen in the ink, for the purpose, not of writing to 
the newspapers, or to the Admiralty, but of penning 
a petition to the parochial board of the parish, to 
augment his scanty allowance. All at once the 
purpose came with great force into our mind, to 
write again to the newspapers, and not to the 
parochial board ; and on the instant we began, and 
without stop or alteration, wrote the foregoing 

B 
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letter, and by that day's mail despatched several 
copies of it to diiFerent newspapers. 

As his intellect is still vigorous and unclouded, 
and his health excellent, his days are closing 
around him in comfort, quietness, and peace. 
Often as we accidentally drop in upon him, when 
his Bible is not spread out before him, we have been 
surprised to find him deeply engaged in the perusal 
of Paradise Lost^ that sublime song which Lord 
Macaulay has truly and beautifully said, is so pure 
and holy, that it might not inappropriately be sung 
at the gate of the Celestial City. Often, too, when 
a champion worthy of his skill calls upon him, he 
engages in a game at draughts, of which he is 
passionately fond. We were recently much amused 
to find him so engaged with a brother pensioner, 
an octogenarian. The skill displayed by both 
was very considerable, and the colitest long and 
doubtful. 

He is possessed of the most happy frame of mind 
possible, and he looks forward with the most un- 
shrinking and perfect composure to that day, which 
cannot now be far distant, when " the silver cord 
must be loosed," and when he must be ushered 
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into the spirit world, to which almost every con- 
temporary and companion of his early life have 
long since taken their departures. 

The poem which follows was written many years 
since, and soon after the\uthor left the navy, now 
nearly sixty years ago. The two cantos of which 
it consists, contain a narrative of the great battles 
of the Nile, and Trafalgar ; and, while following 
the cruises of the British Fleet, there are some 
vivid descriptive passages, and fine thoughtftd 
reflections on the past and present condition of the 
countries passed, while voyaging in the Mediter- 
ranean and Atlantic seas. 

With the exception of Falconer, who wrote The 
Shipwrecky few naval men have cultivated the muse 
with such success. Had Mr. Johnston courted the 

■ 

tuneftil maidens with assiduity in his youth^ it is 
evident that he might ultimately have gained an 
honourable niche in the Temple of Fame. 

ClTMNOCK, AyKSHIRB, 

December, 1873. 
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LORD NELSON. 



Canto I. 

BATTLE OF THE NILE. 

Whilst some attune the harp in lofty strains, 
To sing the loves, the joys, of rural swains ; 
Others, again, in loftier strains, advance 
Throughout the boundless regions of romance ; 
Whilst there are others, who delight to trace 
The planets wheeling in eternal space. 
Others record what dire destruction springs 
From proud ambition and the pomp of kings ; 
What misery reigns, where devastating war 
Convulses nations, when their interests jar ! 
And frequently such desolation make, 
As states and empires to their centre shake ! 
Whate'er's the theme, the Sisters still inspire 
Whoe'er inclines to strike the trembling lyre. 
Come, then, ye Nymphs, from the Pierian plains. 
And in soft numbers animate my strains ; 
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My hands unskilful, strike the trembling strings, 

As I ne'er tasted sweet Castalia's springs. 

In vivid colours clothe my simple verse, 

Whilst I attempt great actions to rehearse, 

Where hostile navies form th' embattled lines. 

And for destruction each his force combines, 

Without your kind assistance, how can he 

(Who doomed twelve years to the tempestuous sea. 

And ne'er set foot on the Parnassian plains), 

Record such mighty deeds in measured strains. 

Your aid, I crave, whilst I attempt to tell 

How bravely Nelson fought, how greatly fell ; 

For hard 's the task his actions to recount, — 

So great his conquests, and so vast th' amount. 

Yet though harsh critics should my rhymes degrade, 

I shall begin and trust your generous aid ; 

And beg to this the readers will attend. 

And gently censure what they can't commend. 

When Buonaparte his legions did embark. 
With hideous guillotines, concealed in dark, 
And during night the English Channel crost. 
Then straight directs their course for Egypt's coast ; 
Great Nelson's squadrons all securely lay, 
Under their moorings deep, in Causand Bay ; 
A ship with signal, and with canvas prest. 
Informs, — ** The Gallic fleet had sailed from Brest," 
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On which brave Nelson's ships got under weigh, 
And with spread canvas soon they clear the Bay ; 
Straight for Gibraltar Straits their coarse they keep, 
And urge their passage o*er the briny deep ; 
When, lo ! a merchant ship appeared in view. 
And having closed, our admiral hove to, 
And gave these tidings : — she, three days before, 
The Gallic squadron passed, which southward bore. 
Bold Nelson then, the signal did display. 
To urge the chase, with all the speed they may; 
And to the southward still their courses steer. 
Until Gibraltar's lofty cliffs appear. 
Where news they get, that days since, scarcely three, 
The French had passed into the middle sea ; * 
The gallant Nelson this no sooner heard, 
Than round Europa Point he quickly steered. 
And ordered that the fleets in two divide. 
To scour the middle sea on either side. 
The one was destined along A&ic*s shore, 
The other European coasts explore: 
The flrst, from Ceuta Mount the coast surveys. 
At Fez, small kingdom, for a space delays, 
Where fertile vales, high hills, and wells profuse. 
Afford protection to detested Jews : 
Still eastward, Afric*s coast, this squadron steers. 
And passes Tunis and the famed Algiers, 

* Mediterranean Sea. 
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Bold promontries, secure on either side 
A spacious bay, where ships in safety ride. 
Afric, who can thy rocky coast explore, 
And not a bounteous providence adore ! 
All kinds of fruits thy spacious vales adorn, 
With fertile basins, rich in nodding corn. 
Their sloping sides ascend the spreading vines, 
Clad in huge clusters, full of luscious wines ; 
Yet, wretched natives, never lift their ey«s. 
To that great Being who their wants supplies ; 
No thanks, nor aid propitious they invoke. 
But bow submissive to the Turkish yoke I 
Within thy realms are Christians held in chains, 
Whilst savage cruelty o'erspreads thy plains. 
The other fleet sails along Europe's shore — 
The creeks, the bays, and harbours, to explore. 
First Malaga they pass, and thence resort 
Bound Cape le Gate, and Carthagena's port. 
As still along the coast their course pursue, 
Valencia's brazen domes appear in view. 
Valencia, ranked the second town in Spain, 
Stands on the verge of an extensive plain ; 
Full sixty level miles rich herbage shrouds, 
Whilst in the background hills appear like clouds. 
On jutting rocks, where ocean beats the strands. 
Far to the eastward, Tarragona stands 
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Impregnable ; her bold defenders stood 

Behind three walls, though shrouded in their blood. 

Then eastward still, advancing by degrees, 

'Twixt France and Spain, they see the Pyrenees ; 

Peering in snow their lofty peaks are seen, 

Their sides are brown, and base perpetual green. 

And next the rapid Rhone, with ample sweep. 

Mixes its mighty torrent with the deep. 

Marseilles they pass, where trade and commerce smile , 

Its ports defended by an armed isle ; 

Then round Cape Circe sweep the southern shore. 

And Toulon's Bead, and H3rra's Bay explore. 

This done, they veer to gain the western breeze. 

And pass the little states of th' Genoese. 

Piedmont, northward, forms a bold frontier. 

When fast approaching Alpine mounts appear. 

Their lofty brows a sUvery lustre shows, 

Clad in their mantles of eternal snows. 

Huge towering wreaths, like milky clouds appear — 

The sweeping avalanche, the bright glacier. 

The terrific grandeur of this awful scene, 

Fills the beholder with this lofty theme, 

That the high top with vaulted heaven debates, — 

Such are the boundaries of Helvetian states ! 

Next Barcelona's towers attract the view. 

And peace and calmness in the breast renew. 
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Still coasting eastward they, without delay, 
Arrive in front of nohle Naples* Bay ; 
Where crystal fountains, amid myrtle bowers, 
Beskirt the Bay ; behind are Naples' towers. 
Far in the distance huge Vesuvius moans. 
Shaking the states with her internal groans ; 
Dark smoky clouds invest her lofty cones, 
But grosser darkness envelops her sons, 
For long their free-born spirit has been broke- 



They bow beneath the Roman Pontiff's yoke ; 

That man of sin, who held the world in chains, 

Now sways the sceptre o'er these dark domains. 

Next Etna's blazing top obscures the view, 

Fills with amazement each astonished crew ; 

From various craters belching fire and flame, 

Whilst roaring Stromboli emits the same. 

The southern ships pass the Sicilian shores. 

The north Messina's narrow strait explores. 

Eastward of Sicily the fleets combine, 

And sail the Grecian seas in lengthened line. 

Whilst through these seas the combined squadron glides, 

The sportive dolphins gambol rotmd its sides, 

Turtle and flying-fish their front adorn, 

And huge voracious sharks enclose the stern. 

Still in advance the Gallic squadrons flew, 

Which galled each captain and his gallant crew, 
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For Egypt's coast they still direct their course, 

Fully resolved to curb the tyrant's force ; 

By force of arms the contest to decide, * 

And on these shores to humble Gallic pride. 
August the first, the bell struck four p.m. 

The ZealouSf look-out ship, discovered them — 

Th' V Orient f towering in the centre, lay 

Within the precincts of Aboukir Bay ; 

The other ships were ranged on either hand. 

At anchor riding, near a hostile land. 

Bold Nelson, quickly made his signal fly, 
(Each British hero, with a sparkling eye. 
Sprang to his post, his weapons grasped in hand). 
To break their line, and 'tack them next the land. 
The first, the f&uied Culloden, caught the shore. 
Her chief, the gallant Trowbridge, stamped and swore. 
Whilst his whole crew looked on in black despair. 
To view the fight, and thus to lose their share. 
The stately Theseus, next in order came, 
Shi^ttered she was beneath the wings of Fame. 
Her hands impatient cried, <* Shall we let fly ; '* 
The captain sternly gave them this reply, — 
'* 'Tis yet too soon, weUl lay us close on board : 
Stand to your quarters, and attend my word.'' 
Then, long before the Guirier she had passed, 
Down came the Ouirier's main and mizenmast | 
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Her crew astonished, now began to quake, 

Such thunder made the elements to shake. 

Lord Nelson's vanguard led the weather line, 

And to L' Orient did his course incline. 

On this huge hulk his shots began to play, 

And small Leander 'thwart her quarter lay ; 

With hand grenades they made their foes retire, 

Then set this floating castle all on fire ! 

The speedy flames ascend the loft pines ! 

Light all the bay, and spread along the lines. 

Terrific grandeur strikes the astonished gaze, 

As when red meteors flash through midnight blaze. 

W hilst V Orient's flames thus beam along the shore, 

Brave Albion's sons their brazen thunder pour. 

Strew Gallic decks with mangled corpse the while. 

And shake the sedgy margins of the Nile. 

The trembling Gauls in dismal terror wait, 

The awful issue of impending fate I 

Shrieking in dread, each to his fellow turns. 

Flames seize the hull, and all around them bums ! 

As when volcanic mounts eruptions throw 

Their boiling lava on whole towns below ; 

As when huge avalanche, tremendous, sweeps. 

The cots and villas down the Alpine steeps ; 

As when the Dardan hero loud exclaims, 

" Troy is no more, our city *s wrapt in flames I" 
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As when convalsive Nature shakes the ground, 
The terror-stricken natives stare around. 
So stood the Gauls^ in awful, dread suspense ; \ 
No hand to save, — none near for their defence \ 
Except their fears, — deprived of every sense I j 
Alas ! what tongue can paint that sad event, 
When L' Orient into the clouds was sent ? 
Blown up, she to another region went. 
The dread explosion seems to rend the skies. 
Whilst her sad crew around in hundreds flies ; 
Doomed thus, in Ether, to resign their breath, 
Or headlong hurled into the gulf of Death. 
The vivid glare, the darkness gross pursues, 
And death-like silence, for a space ensues. 
Th' amazed crews around in terror look. 
And Nile's dread caverns to their centre shook ! 
Thus Nelson did, on Ham's affrighted shore, 
Kenew the wonders of the days of yore ; 
When stubborn Pharaoh roused Jehovah's wrath, 
In blood, in frogs, in lice, in hail, in death. 
The Gauls no more their hostile arms oppose 
But yield, submissive, to their conquering foes. 
Four of their line, in darkness, got away. 
While thirteen sail became the victor's prey. 
This action lustre adds to Nelson's name, 
And seven-mouthed Nile records the hero's fame. 
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At nine p.m. this action did commence, 

At one A.M. the French gave o'er defence ; 

At once acknowledging their own defeat, 

And Nelson owned their conqueror complete. 

Prizes secured, the Gallic anchors weigh, 

Whilst Phcebus' light proclaims approaching day ; 

And whilst the fleets prepare to leave the shore. 

Let us the state of Egypt now deplore. 

Where are thy Goshen's vales, thy Delta's plain, 

That once supplied the world with wholesome grain? 

Stupendous pyramids on every side. 

Meet the astonished view — the Egyptian's pride. 

Each top, to us, surmounting clouds appears. 

Has stood the tempests of three thousand years ; 

Thy numerous statues all to us impart. 

Thy former knowledge of the sculptor's art ; 

Thy wretched natives, now a barbarous band 

Of ruthless plunderers, invest thy land ; 

Thy lands are sterile — niggard to produce 

What life sustains, or what is fit for use ; 

Whilst o'er thy regions gross delusion reigns, 

And superstition dark o'erspreads thy plains^ 

Such prospects drear within the visions range, — 

What eye can view, and not lament the change ! 

Despotic sceptre sways the baaks of Nile ; 

Her sons outvie the feigning crocodile. 
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Adieu, till freedom basks npon thy shore, 
And farioas tyrants rule thy realms no more ! 
All things in order, hence they sweep their way, 
And with their prizes soon they leave the bay ; 
For Hercules' Pillars, — straight their courses keep, 
And in fiill sail they plough the foaming deep ; 
That point attained, their course they northward steer, 
Till Albion's chalky cliffs in sight appear. 
Each heart elated with their late success, 
To gain the harbour all their canvas press ; 
And now the port is made, their anchors gone. 
And each relates the wonders they have done. 
With wives and sweethearts they the hours beguile, 
And each is hailed a hero of the Nile. 



Canto II. 
BATTLE OF TRAFALaAB, OCTOBER 21st, 1806. 

Whilst I attempt again to strike the lyre, 

May some kind muse the lofty theme inspire, 

To tell how hostile fleets in hattle join, 

And hurl their brazen thunder through each line, 

Where boisterous elements around them roar, 

Repelled, impetuous, from a rocky shore. 

Near Cape Trafalgar, and St. Mary's Bay 

Conduct my story through that dreadful day ; 

And whilst I strive this contest to relate. 

Where many gallant heroes met their fate ; — 

Hundreds that morning saw bright Phoebus rise, 

Who, long ere night, in death had closed their eyes ; 

And amongst these it is my lot to tell. 

That here the brave, the noble. Nelson fell ! 

'* Whilst pomp of battle swells the exalted strain," 

Apollo, come with thy immortal train : 

In terms pathetic cause these numbers glow. 

And in smooth cadence make the verses flow ; — 

Censure not jarring words, nor uncouth strains, 

Whilst truth unsullied all protection claims. 
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Ere we begin this battle to review, 
The fleets through various windings let's pursue. 
And first, the French, from Brest their anchors weigh, 
A British squadron in the Channel lay, 
Which saw, when the French fleet from harbour stole, 
Pursued, and forced them into Port Ferrol ; 
Whilst here from harm the Gallic squadron lay. 
The British fleet came to in Iris Bay ; 
Cape Ortegal, far to the northward bore, 
And famed Corunna formed the southern shore. 
Here, a few days. Sir Robert Calder lay, 
Then weighed, and cruised around broad Biscay's bay. 
One morning whilst Sir Robert's fleet stood north. 
From Port Ferrol the French ships sallied forth, — 
Stood to the southward ; breezes very light ; 
The British fleet to windward full in sight ; 
And though the Gallic ships remained in view. 
Sir Robert Calder dreaded to pursue. 
The Ccesar, Malta, and the Toudroyant, 
The Dreadtumghtf Mammoth, and the famed Tonnant 
Colossus, Royal George, and USpartiate, — 
All eager were to join in the pursuit ; 
But Calder's signals kept his ships at bay, 
Till on the evening of the second day, 
The Coesar signals seemed to disregard, 
Burst forth like fury on the rearmost guard ; 

2c 
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Had she but been supported in this plight, 

No doubt there soon had been a general fight ; 

But Calder's fears, or judgment, did prevail, 

And caused the Casar soon to shorten sail. 

For one day more the Gauls remained in view. 

But Calder never dared the fight renew. 

The French made sail, to southward ploughed the main. 

And joined their forces with the fleets of Spain. 

Calder was sent to England in a trice. 

And by court-martial tried for cowardice. 

Whilst the court-martial sits, let us survey 

The coast from Ortegal to Cadiz Bay ; 

Ferrol and Iris, and Corunna here. 

Bound bays and headlands reach Cape Finisterre, 

The northern boundary of the Portuguese, 

Whose western shores repel the Atlantic seas. 

Next the Broad Douro to the ocean shines. 

Where stands Oporto, famed for generous wines ; 

Figuerear*s Isle withstands the tempests* shock, 

And next, contiguous, famed Coimbra's rock ; 

Then Cintra*s plain, then Tagus' ample sweep, 

Mixes its torrents with the foaming deep. 

From hence to Cadiz, all along the shore, 

Resemblance bears to what we've passed before : 

Where pumpkins, melons, cucumbers arise. 

Garlic and onions, of stupendous size, 



A POEM. 37 

With various corns, prepared for hnman food, 
All flowing from the Giver of all Good. 
The orange, lime, the grape, the fig, the date. 
The citron, and delicious pomegranate : 
Such are the stores thy golden harvests hring. 
And clothe thy valleys with perpetual spring. 
But oh ! thy sons in Popish darkness held, 
Spumed by free subjects, and by heaven repelled ! 
At thy fell woes sad mem'ry here recoils, 
Thy cursed Inquisition's cruel toils : 
Engines of torture fill thy cells with groans. 
Whilst o'er devoted heads pale misery moans. 
Popish delusions and traditions mark 
Thy natives, sunk in superstitions dark — 
Darker than chaos ere this world began ; 
Obscures God's noblest image, reasoning man ! 
Let us retire from scenes of barbarous brood 
To navies rolUng in the boist'rous flood. 
Now Calder's tried, the court heard his defence ; 
Error in judgment given as his offence ; 
And by the court received this reprimand : 
That he should ne'er again a fleet command. 
Nelson was sent for, and request was made 
To take command, and Cadiz Port blockade. 
Nelson, on this, on board the Victory hied, 
Collects the ships o'er which he should preside ; 
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But these arrangements caused so much delay, 

The combined fleet in meantime anchors weigh, 

And cross th' Atlantic, straight they shape their course. 

Nelson pursued with his collected force. 

Himself in th' Vicfry led the weather line ; 

The Eoyal Sovereign did the lee incline, 

With her commander. Admiral Collingwood, 

In press of canvas after them pursued. 

Quickly they pass bold Afric*s western shore, 

Where raging seas around tremendous roar ; 

Through the West India islands make their way. 

Only a-head the British fleet one day. 

No time to stop, so close they urge the chase. 

Then for European shores their course retrace ; 

As when Actaean scorned his legs, but said 

He prized the branching horns npdh his head. 

When lo I he hears behind the opening hounds. 

And seeks the forest with alternate bounds, — 

So fled the Gauls with Nelson on their rear. 

Dread his approach, whilst still of him they hear ; 

Till European shores appear in view, 

Also bold Nelson and his hardy crew, 

Hove full in sight. Each fleet now does its best, — 

This to join battle, that to shun contest. 

Just as their rearmost ship made Cadiz Bay, 

The VicCry shot her mizen-mast away. 
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Gladly would I retrace the courses passed, 
Review each tempest and record each blast ; 
But time would fail, the tale too much extend, 
So I forbear, and hasten to the end. 
A strong south-wester, but a steady breeze, 
Impelled them, furious, through the Atlantic seas, 
Whilst foaming billows whitened in their track. 
Their press of sail made masts and yards to crack. 
Now safe in Cadiz they repose a space. 
Whilst Nelson keeps blockade upon that place ; 
Though now at anchor here they ride in state. 
The day approaches that must seal their fate. 
Gome, then, my muse, begin the exalted lay, 
Conduct me through the terrors of that day, 
" Where hostile fleets in flaming combat join," 
And thundering cannon roar from either line ; 
Pouring destruction through their jaws of death. 
With boiling elements around, beneath, — 
Go through the whole without one instant's pause ; 
" All which I saw, and part of which I was.'* 

'Twas now October, and the eighteenth day, 
The combined fleets again their anchors weigh ; 
Their movements Polyphemus soon perceives, 
And to Lord Nelson information gives. 
With his full force he eagerly pursues ; 
The breezes light, and then a calm ensues ; 
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Urns had he spoke, and scarcely yet turned round, 
When, 'midst the stars, received the fatal wound ; 
Upturned his eyes when first he felt the check, 
Then sunk down backward on the quarter-deck. 
Hardy beneath him did a sail cloth throw, 
And cautiously had him conveyed below ; 
The surgeon probed the sore, by which he found 
His lordship had received a mortal wound ; 
'< Is it a mortal stab ?*' Lord Nelson said. 
The doctor answered not, but shook his head. 
" Go then, said Nelson, leave me to my fate ; 
Attend to those whose hope gives longer date.*' 

The battle now raged sore throughout the line ; 
In all the ships did dreadful carnage shine. 
The French and Dons fought hard in their defence. 
While victory seemed as held in dread suspense. 
At last the combined fleets their fears display. 
No longer doubtful fate hung o'er the day. 
When Nelson to the deck for Hardy sent. 
To hear from him what way the contest went. 
** My lord," says Hardy, " things auspicious look. 
Full fifteen colours are already struck." 
'< I'm satisfied, in victory's arms I die ; 
My body hence in Westminster shall lie. 
Pray, do not think my destiny severe. 
My grateful country will a trophy rear — 



A POEM. 48 

'Tis all I crave of her — all I desire, — 
Adien !'* then did in Hardy *s arms expire. 
This sad event was to the fleet made known. 
By his hroad flag being lowered to half-mast down. 
But this no time in sorrow to bemoan, 
Each one 's engaged with feeling all his own. 
Though now the centre line no warfare waged, 
Still in the wings the furious conflict raged ! 
But British ships so hot their broadsides ply. 
That six more combined shipg for quarter cry. 
Thus closed' the battle that auspicious day. 
And twenty- one to the British arms gave way. 

Far other scenes must now our strains employ, 
The signal 's made the prizes to destroy ; 
The breeze^ late light, increases to a gale. 
The wounded ships no longer can make sail ; 
Their danger's greater than it was before, 
They now are threatened by a leeward shore ! 
The gale increases, furious raged the sea. 
And frowning capes, and shelves beneath their lee. 
And now dark night involves the lowering sky ; 
The vivid lightning's flash alternate fly ; 
Along the shore the thunder loud rebounds. 
Hell yawns, rocks echo, and the depths resound. 
Whilst language fails, conception faint may dream 
The awful horrors of that midnight scene. 
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Now morning, glimmering through the dasky clouds, 
To their astonished view their state unshrouds ; 
The gale increasing, with a boisterous sea, 
The shelving rocks of Spain beneath their lee. — 
Nature may smile to hail enlivening mom, 
With all the beauties which her train adorn ; 
Imparting joy around the happy plains, 
Dispensing health among the rustic swains, — 
But navies toiling on a boisterous main, 
Beset with dangers, labouring to regain 
Some safe retreat, to shun the tempest's rage, 
No rays can cheer their fears, or toils assuage. 
Great source of light no gladsome beam displays, 
Nor mock their labours with thy living rays I 
Whilst roaring oceans foam their hulls beneath, 
And jarring elements contend with death ! 
For three long nights and days the fleets withstood 
The grievous tossings of the stormy flood, 
When freed from harm and danger, make their way 
To an asylum in Gibraltar Bay. 

Now they lament their generous Nelson lost. 
Their brave commander, and their country's boast ; 
But they reflect, while thus they mourn his doom. 
The heart of every Briton is his tomb. 
Vain were the attempt his actions to run o'er, 
His toils severe on many a foreign shore, 
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Where Polar frosts congeal eternal snows, 

Or where the Tropic's scorching sunbeam glows ; 

Through every clime his glorious fame was known, 

Had braved the hardships great of every zone. 

These hardships to enumerate were vain ; 

His wondrous perils on the raging main. 

One instance here his arduous labours show, 

And make his fame in vivid colours glow. 

In torrid climes, where nature pants for breath, 

And tainted gales bring pestilence and death, 

Nelson had sought, but long had sought in vain. 

The still retreating fleets of France and Spain ; 

When found at last, he crushed them on the flood, 

And sealed the awful conquest with his blood. 
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